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MISS HANNAH'S SILK DRESS.

“1'd =et my heart on it, so it does seem
to me | can't give it up. I've wanted it
All iy dite Jong =I've worked hard and
worimped and saved, and now just as 1 was
w sure | was going to have it to wear
Phanksgiving to think 1 must give it up!
It declare it does seem as if 1 couldn’t
bear it.” And Miss Hanna hid her face
in the long roller towel in the Kitchen.
and in spite of her fifty-five years, sol-
hed Jike a child for a few minutes, Put
it was only a very few minutes before
she emerged.

“Hannah  Blodgett, U'm  down  rvight
ashamed of vou,” she said to herself,
hali laughing, hali erying. “Do you care
more for a silk dress than you do for an
immortal soul? Do you think it will be
my eatisfaction to you the Last Day to
yemember that you wore a black silk jww
a few times down here if that boy ien't
among the saved? Perhaps he will o
wrong again, but you will feel that vou
did what you could if you help him now.”

“But’™ Miss Hannah choked again,
“1 don't see why 1 had to help this way.
| know it is dreadiul for a woman of my
age 1o feel so about a dress, but 1 have
wanted it so Jong.”

oor Miss Hannah, things had certainly
sone “contrary”  with her all her life!
the was born with a passionate love for
the beautiful, and she was one of the
plainest hodies herself on the face of the
earth.

Her friends never thought of her plain
fertures, for though she wist it not, her
fiee shone with a holy light because she
lived =0 ¢lose to her ster. Her life
had been one long &truggle with priva-
tion and hard work. Long years ago, a8
a voung girl, she had longed for a silk
dress. 1f she could only have a pretty
pale blue silk she should bhe perfectly
happy—so she thought. Over and over
again she had tried to save up money en
ough to get one hy doing work, but it
always had to go for something else before
she hgd anywhere near enough.

By and by when she saw the grey hairs
coming thick and fast, and the yvears had
leit their marks on her face. she sadly
gave up the coveted blue, and thought
wistfully of a soit grey silk as more ap-
propriate. "

But the yeams came and went. She
carcd tenderly for her T ther and mother
in their last days. Her sister died leay
ing her four little ones to Mise Hannah
Bravely and uncomplainingly she i
toiled,going hungry herself many a time
that the rest might not suffer, T)
dren were all at work now, and Miss Han-
mah thought the way was clear at last for
ler to gratify her hielong desire, only it
was to be a black silk now. “l shall be
very choice of it—it will last me for best
s lone ae | live, and be ready to lay me
away in when the time comes,” she said,
She was going to the ¢ity  tomorrow to
get it, and Cousin Martha was coming
nest week to help make it.

But last night she had lad a letter
from Roy Tucker. The Tuckers lived just
aut of the village, and were a whiftless,
good for nothing family. all but oy, He
had always been different from the vest
and Miss Hannah was =ure that he wonld
make a_good man if only he had a chanee,
He had been in her Sunday echool class,
and she had tried to help and  encourage
him all she could. A few months
had gone to the city to work in a

fe
store
il <he had not heard from him until
last night.

am in great trouble””  he wrote
Could vou lend me $25 right off? 1 am
ruined if yon can't. 1 am ashamed to
ask vou. but vou have always been my
best friend. No one else would trust me.
and 1 do not see how you can now. But
i you do, God helping me, 1 will he wor

thy of it. )
CROY.
It was just exactly $25 that Miss Ha
uah had in her pockethook for her dres
“Ihe Lord saw to it that 1 got the let-
ter bhefore | had spent my money e
must want me to use it for Roy,” she
thought wearily, I have wished all my
life that 1 could do some good in the
world—perhaps this is my chance, and 1
ought to thankful for it. It seems
1 eantiful when vou read about other peo-
ple being self-merificing: but it is tough
work when you are doing it yoursell. Tve

been praying for Roy for vears, it |- can
help him, I must. The dress would only
watter for a few yes mt Roy's soul
will live forever, 1 ought not to have
hesitated a single minute. 'mashamed,
1 wouldn't have thought 1 could he o vain
and selfish; but 'l write to the boy now,
and 1 do believe God will forgive me, and
tell me just what “to say.”

In the meantime Roy was going about
his work with an anxious heart. Tt was
the old, old story. He had come to_the
city, a stranger, with dreams of acquiring
a fortune at once, and he had found it
was hard, uphill work to even make a
living. He was lonely and discouraged,
and almost tempted to give up the strug-
ale and go back home. Just then he
~omehow drifted in with a set of fellows,
who taught him to play cards, and assur.
ed him he could make money easier and
faster than by working, He knew it was
wrong. but it was such a temptation!
There were so many things he wanted
indeed really needed.  What harm  wa
there in his helping himeelf along in thie
way until he could earn more? When
le got a better position he would ston,
of course,

But his conscience troubled him all the
time. and he put off writing to Miss Han-
nah from day to day. One day his em.
plover, just as he was going away to be
gone a week, gave him an envelope con-
taining $25 to pay a bill for him Roy
had never had as much money that
in his possession at one time helore in his
If only it was his, he thought envi

Perhaps he could double it, or
just in one evening!

Then came the suggestion to—horrow
it, just for one night. At first he was
horrified at the thought; but still he kept
thinking of it, and it ended in his keeping
it—“horrowing it” for just a few hours,
he called it.

And luck was against him that even.
ing, he lost it all. 1t secmed to him that
lie should go erazy. iy Oh, why had
he yielded to the temptation. He was
ruined now for lifle, no one would ever
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trust him  again, Perhaps he would be e

sont to juil, what should he do?

Just then he thought of Miss Hannah.
Nte was the only one he dared ask to
belp him, and he had but little hope that
<he could or would help him.

When the letter, full of kind and affec.
tionite counsel and the money came he
hroke down completely. He had thought
Le ehould pay it back and say nothing,
hoping that his transgression would never
be discovered, but instead he went to
his employer and confessed it 1.

“1 want to start over again, clean and
straight,” he = “Misa IHannah has
trusted me. and 'm going to be a good,
Lonest man. for her sake, if 1 can. May
Le vou won't want me any longer, but I
just couldn’t ook you in the face with
that on my mind.”

“1 think, my boy.” #said the good man,
“that 1 can trust you as well as vom
friend. 1 am sure you will never forget

this lesson, and remember ( will give
vou etrength to overcome temptation, if

vou ask* Him, Keep close to Him, my
bov, and vou will be all right.'
“1 can't thank either of you
wrote to Miss Hamnah, “but if ever
I will helji some one as you have me.”
“And to think that I hesitated for an
instant,” said that good woman to herself
secking refuge oneed more in the long
towel, only now her tears were tears of
jov., “All the silk dresses in the world
aren’t to be mentioned with that letter,
Deary me, here 've been wanting that
silk dress all my life, and now P'm thank
fuller than 1 ever was hefore, because |
haven't got it after all!”

An ancient villager, during a serious
illness, refused to see a doctor, relying
instead upon a certain quack medicine.
The minister urged upon the man's
wife that his conduct was almost equiy
alent to suicide, es, sir,” replied the
wife, “T know it; and many a time 1
liave prayed against it in the: churcl
service,” T don't quite follow you,
remarked the clergyman; *“‘are you talk
ing about the prayers for the sick?"
“Oh, no, sir; T mein when we say in
the litany, “From all false doctoring,
good Lord, deliver us."

A WEDDING IN THE DESERT.

(Condensed from “Studies in Oriental
Social Life,” by H. Clay
Turnbull,)

I'he old governor's son, who lived in
Egypt, had come down from his Delta
home to take back with him a bride to
whom he had been long betrothed,
from one of the families living within
the fortress walls, This was “the social
event of the season’ at Castle Nakhl
and we who were encamped near the
castle for a Sunday's rest, on our way
from Sinai to Hebron, had a rare op-
portunity of witnessing the wedding
processions outside of the fortress walls,
without any of the hindrances to their
ohserving to which we should have been
liable in the narrow city streets.

It was on Saturday that we reached
the vicinity of Castle Nakhl. The wed
ding festivities were already in pro-
gross, There was “music and dancing”
to be heard from a distance—as at the
return of the prodigal son. The danc-
ing as well as the inusic could be
“heard”; for dancing 15 a vigorous
business in the East, especially the
dancing of men, who, of course, always
dance by themseives, And the music
was of that weird and plaintive char-
acter which s mever heard except in
the East, and which once héard can
never be forgotten, The sound of the
rejoicings came over the desert into our
tents by night, when the fortress itself
was shrouded in darkness.

The governor of the castle had “made
a marriage feast for his son.,” Besides
providing sheep and pigeons in abund
ance, he had generously sacrificed a
young dromedary; that is, he had had
a young dromedary slaughtered for its
flesh, and the slaying of an animal for
food is called sacrificing to God among
Orientals, its blood being poured out
befote God, and its flesh being eaten
by those who are in covenant with
God,

Animal food is a rarity in the desert,
and the sacrificing of a young drome-
dary is a unoteworthy event there. The
Arabs of Nakhl were therefore doubly
joyous at this wedding feast. “Can ye
make the sons of the bride chamber (the
sharers in the wedding festivities) fast,
while the bridegroom 1s with them
(supplying  dromedary meat without
cost)? But the days will come; and
when the bridegroom  shall be taken
away from them (going back to his Del
ta home), then shall they fast in those
days (in their dreary desert abode).”” Bo
now they feasted and rejoiced, Every-
body at Castle Nakhl, including ‘“the
poor, the maimed, the lame, the blind,”
of its adjoining mud village, had a share
of boiled dromedary at this wedding
feast, Nor were the strangers—'‘Chris
tian dogs” though they were—wno were
in the tents outside the castle gutes for
gotten in the distribution.

It was on Sunday afternoon that the
bridal procession set out from the for-
tress gates. First there came u com-
pany of Egyptian soldiers of the gover
nor's guard, with their noisy music of
metal framed drums ana  ear-piercing
clarionets. Then followed a number of
women, two by two, all of them shroud
ed with the sheet like mantles, and the
face-veils that leave only the eyes and
forehead exposed, which are the street-
dress of Egyptian women of the better
class, the married women wearing black
and the maidens white,

From time to time, in the intervals of
the instrumental musie, these women
sounded #hose pecnliar “shrill quarev
ering cries of joy, called zugaret,”” which
are to be heard throughout the Kast on




